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Chapter One 


Izzy locked the door to the apartment behind him and ran to his bedroom, doing his best to undress along the 
way. He tried to take his pants off before removing his shoes, a judgment in error which sent him careening 
into the wall. He swore quietly, hoping desperately that it didn't leave a bruise. He shrugged mentally, knowing 
that he could always hide the mark with his hair if one appeared. He held onto his pants until he was able to 
get into his room where he made quick work of his shoes, unlacing them with shaking fingers which simply 
would not cooperate. He needed to get off; it has been a long day in the studio and he couldn't get one of his 
bandmates out of his head. Everyone but him had been in a bad mood. Izzy himself had woke up with a 
hangover but was the least whiney of the bunch. Axl was moody as usual, but Izzy was used to that. Slash 
kept playing when Axl was trying to talk, causing the two of them to feud endlessly. Adler seemed miles away, 
his mind on drugs and partying rather than playing the drums. The new album was going to be a disaster, he 
thought. When the time came to lay down the bass tracks Duff was ready, his mind clear and ready to play. 
He joked with the sound guys, never losing patience with them and tuning out the rude comments from the 
others. No matter how many times they asked him to do another take, he complied with a smile. 


Duff's smile had been the first thing Izzy fell in love with. After that, he found himself obsessed with Duff's 
tall, slender frame, his voice, his blonde hair.everything about him was beautiful to Izzy. The need to touch 
the bass player had built all day and left him no choice but to forgo his usual slow jerking off ritual and get 


himself to orgasm as quickly as possible. It wouldn't be difficult after a day like today. All day he heard Duff's 
charming laugh and saw his grin. The time he grinned directly at Izzy he thought he was going to have to run 
to the bathroom and jerk off immediately. Fortunately his own guitar had been across his lap to help him hide 
the erection that painfully strained his jeans all day. After the bassist's smile, Izzy did everything possible not 
to look at him again. It was too tempting to kiss him. The fact that others would see and what they would say 
was far from his mind now. He didn't care what anyone but Duff thought. He pushed the thought from his 
mind that Duff could reject him. That was his only fear. 


Izzy was naked now, a tight fist around his cock, pumping it furiously. His own spit mixed with his sweat was 
enough to keep his hand moving rapidly up and down at a fast pace. Each time his fingers reached the crest 
where the shaft met the head he felt closer to orgasm. He couldn't remember the last time he'd needed to 
come this bad, not that it mattered. He knew the last time it happened it had been over something Duff had 
done; it always was. Turning from his back to his side, Izzy began to thrust into his hand. His release couldn't 
happen fast enough. He imagined Duff behind him, replacing Izzy's hand with his own. What would Izzy be willing 
to do, he wondered, just to feel that calloused hand touching him? It didn't need to be his dick, it could be 
anywhere. Thoughts flew through his mind far too rapidly to process, not that he wanted to stop and think 
about them. All he wanted was to get off and a moment later, he did. 


A groan tore from his throat as his come shot out in hot spurts onto his stomach and his chest. His heart 
beat so loudly he was certain the people in the neighboring apartments could hear it but he was far beyond 
caring. He felt much better. His carnal actions relieved him and he felt that he could carry on with his secret 
another day. As tired as he was, he somehow managed to get up and wander into the bathroom. Come was 
smeared across his chest but he barely noticed. What he did see was that one side of his face was turning 
red from running into the wall earlier. It was tender to the touch, he noticed, as he rubbed his tired eyes. 
They would not be recording the next day and he was thankful. It had been a long day and he needed to sleep 
in. Against his better judgment he staggered into the shower, washing his dark hair and washing the soap that 
cleansed his skin swirl down the drain. He toweled off and got back in bed, unconscious the moment his wet 


hair touched the pillow. 


eR 


The guitarist woke up the next morning feeling rested. His trek to the bathroom revealed a wicked case of "bed 
head," something he remedied with his brush soon after relieving himself. He was hungry but in no mood to fix 
breakfast. The idea of scraping together some change and going out for breakfast sounded much better. Izzy 
dressed casually and took a final look in the mirror. The bruise was turning purple. He hoped no one asked him 
what caused it. He could lie and say he won a bar fight but knew that would never work. He was good in a 
fight but there were no cuts on his fists. They might assume he was lying or perhaps think he lost the fight 
without throwing a single punch. Whatever. Just as he pocketed his keys he heard a knock at the door. He 
unlocked the door and opened it. He tried to restrain his look of shock as he saw Duff standing there, looking as 
rested and clean as Izzy. He fought back far more than a smile as he spoke. 


"What's up?" Izzy asked. 


"Not much, just seeing what you were up to today; thought you might want to grab breakfast or something," 
Duff said, then turned his head slightly as a look of concern crossed his face. "Are you okay? What happened?" 


Izzy felt puzzled for a moment but soon realized he meant the bruise on his face. "Oh, | uh.." 
"Did you put some ice on it?" Duff asked. 
Izzy shook his head. Stepping forward into the door, he moved Izzy's hair out of the way. "Does it hurt?" 


The second Duff's hand touched Izzy's face he felt nothing but complete joy. It was like all sounds and 
movement ceased for what could have easily been a lifetime as calloused fingers seemed to caress the skin 


around his eye. Feeling a stirring in his pants, he backed up and covered the bruise with his hand. 
Its okay, doesn't hurt too bad," he stammered, looking away. 


Duff nodded and Izzy stepped through the door and into the hallway. He pulled the keys from his pocket and 
locked the door. He noticed Duff was still looking at the bruise with concern 


‘Its okay, really. It was just an accident," he said, hoping it would calm his friend's demeanor. 
"So you didn't get in a fight?" Duff questioned. 
"No," Izzy repeated, deciding to come clean. "| just tripped and fell into the wall. That's all” 


"Well that's good," Duff whispered into the quietness of the hallway. "After all, I'd hate to have to kill the guy 


who put a bruise on your beautiful face." 


Surprise coursed through Izzy's veins like ice. Had Duff, the man he had loved from a distance for so long, 
really just said that? The throbbing ache in his face told him he was awake and all of this was real. He stood 
motionless and watched as Duff grinned slyly and started walking down the hallway. He was nearly to the steps 
when he looked back to see Izzy still frozen in place. He shook his head and walked briskly down the hall, keeping 
his eyes on Duff's and for the first time not caring that Duff saw him doing it. He wondered what they would 
talk about over breakfast, not that it mattered. A smile split Izzy's normally solemn face as he thought about 
asking Duff to kiss the bruise later. He wondered if he could be so bold. After all, that was the best way to 


heal any wound. 


